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" MAY OF POMERANIA.

—

BY FRANCES P. PEPPERELL,

A thorny, thick wood, without otlier
paths than those made by cattle and wild
bensts, separated the province which has
always been known for that resson, as
‘I'ransylvania, from the western districts,
anl many centuries ago it was more vast
and intricate than at present. Conrad,
the lord of Swabia, had been delayed up-
on the way, and his retainers having ad-
vanced a day’s journey and now waited
for him beyond, it happened that he was
traversing this vast lorest alone, and at
midnight, and doubting somewhat, il on
the path lie had intended. Now and
then his frightened Beast gave a low
whinney at the savage noises of the wood,
A pine cone dropping down sharply wonld
startle him from the path, and the low,
hanging boughs of the forest, wet with
perpetual dew, brushing continually
across his (ace, cansed him to be control-
led with difficulty by his fearless rider.—
Suddenly, faint and vibratory, & single toll
of a bell fell on the air; a moment's pruse
and then another and another, slow and
distant. It sounded as if some human
life must be near, but then it was a * pas-
sing bell,"” and there must be death also.
The ground he was crossing had been
very marshy, #o that he had frequeutly
felt it impossible to advance or retire, and
the thickest darkness surrounded him.—
As he proceeded now, the wood grew
gradually thinner, the soil firmer, and he
seemed to be issuing on a bowery lane.—
‘The sound of the bell struek close and
dead upon his ear, as il opposed by some
solid mass ; at lost, wherever the chapel
might'be, he-had passed it, and this am-
pitheatre of open space in the heart of the
forest, could not have exceeded a rod,
ere a torch flushed up before him, and
steadily descended ; in a moment a tall
groom stood beside his saddle.

* Come,” said he, ** be has need of
thee !"

Rather wondering, the lord of Swabia
said :

“ And who is he, my [riend "'

¢ The Baron Stahl, my master. Hush !
he dies. Come !" and taking the horse's
bridle he led him on.

Now they seemed to be entering be-
neath an arch, the way sounded hollow
like a bridge, now the hoofs rang on a
pavement, and alighting at a sign from
the groom, he entered a wide, gloomy
hall, whose sole occupant was an old se-
neschal, wringing his hands over the dy-
iug embers on the hearth, and the groom
re-apearing, took him hy the hand, and
led him, in the dark, up long fights,
through echoing corridors and suites of
rooms, At last opening one other door,
heleft him, and Conrad found himself
standing in a room at first equally dusty
and gloomy, but soon appearing sufficient-
ly robbed of blackness o present every
object in a false, grey light, by means of
a holy candle burning ina far corner.—
Stretched on a low stone pallet, lay a
man, who though past his youth, would
lmve been in the prime of manhood, if not
thus lying wasted and dying of pain. A
long figure, and though so shrunken that
the former armor rafiled and clashed up-
on him, yet still persisiently clad in it,
while his bare lead lay on a block of
" slone, with the helmet beside it.

“Thon art come," said he, in a deep,
hollow voice. -

“And thou meelest two accounts at
once,” said Conrad, not less deep and
stern, a8 he advanced with a quick and
haughty tread,

The dying man moved uneasily, on the
hard stone and steel of his bed.

** Penance enough, Conrad of Swabia,
without taunt of thine,” said he.

Conrrd looked down, with folded arms,
on theman below p contending emotions
were at variance within him—the fierce
revenge of manifold injuries, the christian
pity that prompled forgiveness, He
was Lo face, in & few moments, a sterner
judge than Conrad.

Let us go back with the lord of Swa-
bia two years, during which this dying
man had worked him bitter teen. We
shall see Conrad the Knight, in his first
batile, fearless, ekilful, and bearing a way
the palm from clder knights, whose bra-
very could not be contested, Wo shall
see the leader of the enemy his opponent,
horse 10 horse, man to mun, his guanilet
seizing the ofher's corselot ; already his
sword flashes in the air above him, As
it descends, all Germany will be rid of
a tormentor whose raids” have given rise
to perpetusl warfare, when the Baron
8Stahl, close by his sido, at the instant,
with devili!h lrenchery. ﬂor{‘,a[}' lungeg
Conrad's horse, who leaping up in pain,
falls over, crushing the almost victorious
rider, and rolls in agony upon bim, while
the enemy escaped. Bui the guile of the
Baron did not so effectually ruin Conrad,
as be meant it should, for the Duke of
Pomerania who had observed his valor,
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and who was himsell wounded as well,
had lim borne to his own fastness, and
carefully tended through the long illness
ensuing on lis wounds. There in the
firelight of every evening, the most beau-
lifal face «that ever crossed his vigion
haunted him, and the long fair hair and
‘radiant brown eyes of the Duchess May,
the Duke's wife, drooped over him in
tender pity. She had learned stories of
southern magic and northern fays, and
with hese, acding a charm by her recital,
she beguiled long mornings. She had a
wild dramatic talent, and with ber women
and the hunters, enacted for the invalid's
amusement, tiny dreams and comedies,—
Her heralds coming bome from wander-
ings through the kingdom, brought news
which entertained them in duller hours.
She had learned music belore coming
from her more southern home, and fre-
quently with her redundant yeilow ires-
ses streaming overil, she drew pathetic
melodies from her great harp and charm-
ed all tedium away. She was beautiful,
and Conrad had a keen perception of
lovliness ; she was young, not nineteen,
and Conrad also, was in the first fire of
youth; the Duke was old; butif these
thoughts crossed the minds of either, re-
specting themselves, they courageously
repressed them,. One night there had

clanged outside the gates, the retainers of

Baron Stahl; he entered with ceriain
sarcastic ease and received his welcome,
and at midnight, when Conrad had been
assisted away by his squire, and the
Duchess had withdrawn with her maidens
he remained alone with the feeble old
Duke, who reclined ‘in his great chair,
propped up by pillows.

“ Ah,'"" said the Baron Stall, * they
go together 1"

“ Who!"' asked the Duke.

*“The lord of Swabia and thy wife 1"
he returned with a bitter sneer on the last
words,

* 8ir, I respect the rights of hospitali-
ty 1" thundered the Duke. * Otherwise,"’
and his eyes fulfilled the threat,

The whereabouts of Comad were un-
known abroad, many feating himn 10 be
dead, others thinking him 1o have sought
other adventures. T'his, of course Bi-
ron Stahl knew, but he raised his eyes
without any discomposure, saying :

* His highnesd doth not then know
that the beautiful Duchess and Conrad
are coupled in rumor most unpleasantly."”

The Duke kept 2 moment's silence.

“ Baron Buahl,” said he, then slowly,
and raising his fiery eyes, * thou art &
liar 1V

‘I'he Baron sprung to his feet, and
would have seized the old man's throal
had not a conple of his knights at that
momeut entered.

“ Craven lounds,"” eried he, ** listen
while T challenge your master! [ lie,
Duke Rolf? Thou dotard ! I challenge
thee to meet me ere twenty days in mor-
(al eombat, and prove that thy wile is
not a—"'

A stunning blow on the ear, from the
old man, who, endowed by his anger
with sudden strength, leaped o his feet,
stretched him on the floor with an unfin.
ished sentence, and almost as lifeless, the
duke fell back into his seat.  That hour
the baron left the castle, the next day the
challenge wus proclaimed through the
district by his myrmidons. It was against
the rules of chivalry for the duke of so
vast a province to descend and enconnter
any petty noble, even had his strength
been sufficient, but the Baron had cause
lo tremble when he knew that Conrail,
who also took precedence in rank, would
take up the gage in the duke's siead, for
wenk as the latter might be, his strength,
through skilfulness and innocence, were
ao adamantine panoply against so vile a
slanderer. And thus before hall Germa-
ny, with al! the beauly of the land gazing
down into the arena, ere the twentieth
day the two met. The duke oceupied a
conspicuous place, sitting surrounded by
cushions, and the brown eyes of the
duchess where she stood by her husband’s
side, smiled down on Conrad as he enter-
ed the lists, but shouts ol execration
greeted his opponent though none knew
the real canse that provoked the contest, «

Perhaps this general confidence gave
Conrad more strength'than at that mo-
ment belonged to hil, for at the first tilt
the lances were shivered, and the Baron
dismounted.  Conrad’s squire courte-
ously offered him the stirrup, which he
angrily refused, and Conrad springing
to the ground to meet him, in a few se-
conds had overpowered him, and stood
with his foot on his breast and his sword
point at the liar's throat,

“ Retract,”" said lie, low and hoarsely.

Never," rewrned the Baron, whi{e
quickiy lifting hie hands Le wrenched the
sword from Conrad's grasp, and tossed it
away.

Qnick as light, Conrad stooped, snatch-
ing the Baron's presented it
stant a deadly fear blanched the Baron's
fave, his lips quivered, and great veing
started ous, purple sud swollen in his
forehead. Conrad perceived (he advan-
tagle gained,

* Poisoned, is it!" eaid he. ¢ Retract

L

or by the Lord I'll bury it to the hilt in longed, sighed and waited for! mineat] * Gone. Whither, 1 know not, Fled ' tefldeted from without, a lollow,
|in the night, aod never since seen ! My space, extendinginto the room ahove,
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thy lying throat ! Louder, he added, as
he saw the Baron's lips forming for the
words:  Rise and let all hear thee.”

‘I'he baron rose, stood erect & moment,
with folded arms and gazing on the
ground ; then boldly sweeping his cyes
round— $

 Nobles of Germany,” said he, “ I
am conquered,’” and then remained si-
lent.

|

i

In the in- |

“ Jurther 1" demanded Conrad, with
the wdapon still in his hand,

A rumor had already spread of the Ba-
ron's stralagem.

* You poisoned your weapons,” cried
onc at & distance, .

I always do,” he returned scoflingly.

“ Further !'" demanded Conrad again.
“ Speak and retract.”

The baron stwoped and detached his
golden spurs.

* Naobles of Germany !"" said lie, then
tising, and insolently throwing hack lis
head. *“The duke says true. I lied !"

disappeared.»

Conrad returned to (he castle with the
duke, one a week had elapsed through
all the old pureuits, and no one had spo-
ken a word of the combat. One day,
lime.

“ May,"”
erchild!" And wking her hand when
shie came, he gazed earncstly into her
innocent eyes. ** Dear, 1 have never
doubted thee, nor do 1 now,"" said he.—
“ 1 did wrong in wedding thy lovely
youth w my old age. Iam about 1o re:

to him,
and that thou hast never once swerved
from thy duty. He can love thee no bei-
ter than I have done, .but thou canst love
him, Conrad!" and he rose from his
recumbent poeition, seeking Conrad with
his eyes, who coming forward gave him
his hund.
my trust, See, Ireward thee, and God
bless you and me "

And with & band of either in his own,
be fell back and quietly closed his eyes.

Thus died the duke, and the Duchess
May was a widow. The funeral over,
Conrad bade her a stately farewell and
departed,

Swabia, attending to his dependents, for-
tilying his strongholds, cultivating his
broad lands, and introducing peaceful arts
among the warlike people,  Ofien mesn-
time had the Baron's face sneered at lim
with a sardonic grin in highway and pul.
ace hall, and many a Kindly plan for oth.
er's benefit had his malignant influence
desiroyed, But of late the baron appear-
ed to have retired from the world, and a
report gained belief that he had with-
drawn to end his shameful days in a mon-
astery, At the end of the year, the Lord
of Swabia ook a journey, and alighted in
the hall of the duchess of Pomerania.—-
Ushered into the room and left there, he
at first thought himsell alone, but in a
moment he saw her fair head bent over
her black dress, and her hands folded on
her knee, as ghe sat abstracted and mourn-
ful in one of the deep windows. As he
strode rapidly forward it arroused her,
and she started up with outstretched
hands ; but in an instant she remember-
ed all that had passed, and the decorum
due on sush meeting, and she remember-
ed, too, his solemn [arewell a year ago,
when she half expected-other words, then
dropping her hands to her side, she stood
still, awaiting him. - All this lie noticed,
and acted accordingly, saluting her with
a grave cordiality that brought the tears
to her eyes in longing that she had acted
on ber first impulses.

‘1 hope,” said she, afier an hour's
talk, *that the Lord of Swabia las not
come to lantalize me wilh savilt depart-
ure," -

** Not so. My squire waits below. 1
but called in passing, to present my com.
plimente, and re-assure mysell that I pos-
sessed that friendskip most valued by me
of all the world's treasures.”  °

** Thou hadst no need. I am o cha-
meleon,”

* And is thy highness bappy now "
[Te was sitting by her. side, almost too
happy for speech in the intoxicating joy
of her sweet presence.

All the lonely longing of this year in
Swabia seemed repaid, a8, with hig head
resling on his hand, he steadlustly gazed
on her beautiful face,

“ My highness ! No," said she, **My-
sell—I might be.”

Coorad were bold if he questioned
how | :

She waa silent, with her eyes un the
floo:, ;

“ Tell me, May, is it thus !"" said he,
a8 folding his arm around*her, he caught
her quinE breath on his lips and held it
with une passionate, long-forbidden kiss.
“Thus and thus," she murmured,
clinging to him with a quick rain of joy-
ful tears. ** Oli, never leave me!"

“Mine," He said. * Long loved, long

And fiercely finging the spurs into the |
duke's face, he turned on bis heel andi

they -had been sitling silent for a long

L]
said (he duke, * come hiih-

pairit. ‘T'hou art young, thou hast heen
a sweet wile 10 me, thou shall be sweeter
1 know where thy heart lies,

** Conrad, thou art worthy of

A year's time saw him constanily at

last 1"

A happy, happy month slipped ‘by on
fleetest feet, aml he left Pomerania lo
prepare Swabia for iis bride. When he
returned one night some few weeks after,

'rnunl!. and had not yet, by any meauns,
abandened the search, A

duy slain, and thus, word of the dreadfu

event liad never reached him. In vain
Conrad, with his own and her followers,
and the gay band of sovereign lords who
had accompanied him to the wedding..
ransucked the great pile of masonry from
turret to vault,  In vain all the south of
Germany rose to arms in his behalf, and
ranged the couniry through. In vain his
labor and despair, the Baron of Stahl was

the duchess May could be discovered,

Another year, and still with unremitted
vigor, he was searching, when one day
he met a page.

“ 1y it the Lord of Swabia?' the boy
asked ; wnd on being assured of it:—
*“ Does his highness recognize that ! he
said, producing from his vest a kerchiel
of the finest texture, und wronght with
the initials of the duchess, although god-
den and torn with briers.

** Where got you this?’ exclaimed
Conrad.,

« In the forest between your lighness'
dominions and the next province ; it has
lain long."”

The purse of Conrad rewarded him, and
that very day with his band lie set out for
the forest on the path thas opened to him.
On his way a message (rom the emperor,
who was marehing across this region of
the empire, summoned him to the royal
camp, and detained him what seemed an
interminable length of time, and thus we
find him, having lost the track of his re-
tainers, coming upen the lonely castle of
the baron Stahl, who is dying, and hear-
ing these words in his ear :

 Penance enongh, Conrad of Swabia,

1L

withofit taunt of thine !

Words, in the passion that at this mo-
ment devasted the soul of Conradof Swa-
bia were impossible ; he curbed himsell
with an iron will, or stooping, he could
have torn the dying wretch to aloms. At
last a great sigh throbbing up in lis breast
releiveds _him, and bending on one knee
beside t® pitiful couch, lie hoarsely mut-
tered : g

“ Death, so thou hast come fo it |—
and then judgment ! the great gulf of fire
—1the eternal agony. God forgive thee,
Stahl ! Baron Stahl, as thou hopest mer-
cy, as thou prayest the flames do not ut-
terly shrivel thee, speak truth ! 7Whereis
she 2" .

"The baron laughed as bitter a sneer as
if sitting in buoyant health at his wine,

““Gone before,” sa'd he, * she is
dead.”

Conrad geized his shoulder.

“Dog!" he thundered, “the truth !
Paller not—I could utterly annihilate
thee ! She isnot dead. Where then "

The baron writhed in the force of his
grasp, |
“ No, no," moaned he. ** No, no," in
the intervals of a hollow cough. *‘I lied
sgain. Nol dead. But wlhere? By
my Judge I know not !"”

*“‘Thou art (ying baron Stahl! I want
the trath 1"

“T know I am dying—dying of a
wound—"'

“What! do others fight with poison-
ed weapons 2"

# Seuff now, it is thy turn, A yearin
this castle has'May of Pomerania, with
her women, been my prisoner. If she
became my wife, then all her property,
that vast wealth, became mine too. It
required her consen} for our marriage.”
He saw how his words tore Conrad’s
heart, and how, while he listened perforce,
every nerve was racked, yethe persisted.
* A year {irelessly, haye I sought her
love, willing to beg where T might com-
mand, Vain, vain "' he said falling back
with a louder congh. ** I might as ea-
sily called the angels out.of Heaven, if
there be such. One day, (wo months
since, [ pleaded with her. She snatehed
my dagger. ¢1 will die firat," she an-
swered."

“ Tt was poisoned,"” eried Conrad.

& Poisoned, I enatched it. I could
eusily have crushed her, so tender a thing,
in my hand. But I fesred, lest the dag-

er thould seratch her, and used care, and
in the hurry of the scuffle, its point en-

iy
 And she 1"
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no hospitable lights gleamed from the!
deep windows, no eolumns of smoke curl-|
ed from the vast chimneys, no gay sound |
of voices rose from the court and ball— | who had all his life thyvarted nnd stung|

Only the warders sat inside the gate, and | him | Beotter to send him to death load- | “They first,” and with two shawls Lied
in nuswer to'hiis quick, veliementdemands, |

told him how, five days before, whenl

messenger |
despatched to him had been found lhnl.‘
|

nowlere to be heard of, and no vestige of |

tered deep into my chest. See, I die of

groom saw thee in the wood hours ago.

I called thee hither that thy pardon mlghl::

case me !"’

Conrad waited a bitter moment, He|

was not perfect, buta man of stormy
feelings, stirong passions, warm love, and
fierce hatred, And to forgive this enemy

ed with his unforgiving curse.
ly a memory stole over him

But gent-

words cost him a struggle ;

“ Friend. I forgive thee. May God
do likewise "' .

A smile, a peculiar smile crepl over
the Baron's foce,

«\Who is there! he eried, “Hasten !
swing yourselves down, or leap, and you
are safe ! )
w(enrad, Conrad !"* cried a voice that
had never joined the shrieks. *‘Oh, my
love, hast thou eome,?” and in an instant
tht Ducliess May stood at the nmuth_nl
the opening. “My women,” she said.

togpther and Leld by the Duchess May

! _ of a mother, | above, they were separately and instanly
walking on the mountain with two of her | &t whose knee kneeling, he said : * As | lowered and sped on their way,
women, a teoop of light horsemen led by |we forgive thuse who ?resspass against |
a powerful man, dashed over the brow of | 4o And in the midst of his anger, biz | already he felt the hot breath of
a rocky spur, snatched all three into their | grief and hate, a soft pity stole out and | flames, apd even now a fearful d head :
rude arms, galloped off in separate di- | enveloped this guilty and miserable man, | might rob him of what he had so dearly | Ing In my ears yel

rections, and were seen no more, thovgh | fle ok his cold "hands in his. The | gained.
her retainers had scoured the country | '

«{Inste, May !" he cried hoarsely, fo

(0, T have nothing, there is nothing
to fasten these on !" she cried.

“Leap, then, 1 will cateh thee!"
lie exiended lis arms,

An instant, and she sprung; hisarms

and !

he | gently :
e;:];‘ hnml-’-aml burst into a laugh that's riogs.
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vacant | her beautiful should er, and T remarked

when I had placed it there in my bland-
est tones, Tim, for I tried (o throw my

| whole soul into the expression, I remark-
| ed them, with my eyes pouring love; truth,

and fidelity, right iato hers :

«Widow, thig isthe nicest, softest
place 1 ever had my hand on in my life 1"

Lookiog benevolently at me, and at the
same time flushing up a little, she waid,
in melting and winning tones-—

«Doctor give me your hand, and I'll
pot it a much softer place."”

In % moment, in rapture, [ consented,

r| and tuking my hand, she gently, very

‘Tim, and “quietly laid it on my

Now, Tim, I haven't told this to o liv-

‘ing soul but you, and, by jinks! you

mustn't; but I coulda’t hold it any long-
er, 50 | tell you; but mind, it mustn't go
any further. -

“WWho Hath Woe "

“ T was born for better things,"" said elosed round her—ah bliss ! and he turn- | “Tle sirange and horrible power of in-

lie, ** and now but two in the world weep

il'or me—my father's old seneschal, and

groom. All my wealih is divided be-

| tween them and removed from here. One

last request, my lord.  ‘The cystle is fired
now. \When the breath leaves me its
flames will be past quenching. Conrad
of Swabia! let one noble of Germany
behold my burial. “Wateh, I pray thee,
outside on the Lill till it be ashes above
me," ¢

He had partly visen on his arm ns he
poke, and his face white and ghastly

agrew more livid as he obtained whe pro- | glare into the blackness of the “i.g'“' now | at Grand Rapids, Wiscousin, afier they
ke w0 had been mysteriously missing several
| secvants of the baron had beheld it all, days.

mise, and then melted inwo & sneering
laugh. Conard thought him in a parox-
ysin of delirium.  Loud and long it rung
up the vaulied cliamber, and its echoes
had not subsijed when the crashing
armor sank down, tennantless of life,
plate rauling over plate, above the shriv-
elled corpse, the eyes were fixed, the
breath still, the lips draw tightly apart
from the grinning tecth. In the horror
of the moment, Conrad bad furgotten the
last words of the baron, till the warder;
entering solemnly, composed the features,
covered the body with linen, and poured
a flusk of fragrant oil over it, Yhen mo-

tioning 1o Conrad, passed down with him |

a single flight of wooden stairs, which
brought them 10 a postern, dnd joining
the wailing seneschal outside, there all
three walked up the Lill behind the cas-
tle, Conrad seating himself on a hall-way
rock, with his batde-axe and his horse's
bridle in his hands, and the others pro-
ceeded Lo the summit.  Already through
the grest arches of the vaults, and along
the dungeon grates, a bright light siream-
ing out attested the baron’s (ruth, and
whirls of aseending smoke wrapped the
building now in lurid light.  An honr of
tedious watehing 3 thick grew the col-
umns of smoke, longer the intervals,
when the fire breaking through devoured
them; the light sparkled through the
loopholes & story bigher, a fierce heat
was [elt by Cunrad where e sat, yet
some [ascination kept him there, T'he
further wing was already enveloyed and
out of the arrowy slits in the main build-
ing tongues of flame darted licking the
ivy and the quantity of carved wood-work
there, another hour: the hungry flames
had tped fast. One lower was yet un-
touched--in this the baron lay. 'T'he
portcullis was down, she drawbridge open,
everytling left just as when they issued
thence. .

Suddenly, from the topmost region of
this tower, a loud, wild shriek burst out,
fullowed by others sharper and more ag-
onized. It seemed o say :

“Help! help! O God, help!", And
another voice called, perhaps to his im-
agination, *Conrad!"”

He sprung to his feet. Was he mad?
Was he the sport of his senses? Had

| Stahl obtained his revenge ! had the dy-

ing baron lied? Like a flash, leaping
from rock to rock, he dashed down the
hill to the plain path, sprung across the
drawbridge to the postern and up the
stairg to the baron's room which filled the
whole of one floor of the turret. ‘The
warder had locked it! Pitchy blackness
reigned there, but a sulphurous smoke
filled evory avenue, and almost chuked
his breath, Had he been supeistitious
he might bave died on the #poi, but rais-
ing his batile-axe with a swift strength
he broke the door in. The holy candle
just flickering in its socket showed him
the motionless tapestry, and the sounds
from above came louder and shriller, He
tore the ourtains away from Lhree of the
walls, there was no door on either, the
fourth=none there ; but evidently a square
space in the stone had been recently wall-
el up,on this side. Like a Titan he
swung his axe with terrible strokes, and
stone after stone fell shattered 10 atoms.
Still the sounds from above, still the
flames gaining ground, and still layer af-
ter layer opposed him. One dreadful
blow, than which he could give no might-
ier, and with the slones that fell round
his feet, a couple of great oak planks
shivered down and he saw indistinetly,
by the light growing from within, and

Led,

A burning beam |
floor crushed after him and emitied sparks

| and smolie as he darted along with his
precious burden, All the tower below

was on fire ; the narrow passage, on both
sides, hissing hot and erackling; the
staircase quivering as he tonched it A

| reel and swing under his feet ere half-

fell on his path, the 'i toxicating drinks 1o paralyze sll bodily

aflections of human nature, furnishes one
of the most effective arguments for their
disuse. So many instances of this terri-
ble truth are seen on every hand that no
man can doubtit. It wasbrought freshly
to onr notice, a few days since, in the
very brief account circulated in the pa-

way down ; giving a strong leap, not one
moment loo soon, ke guined the door, and
was scarcely o rod distant, when, with a
roar that shook the hill, every wall erash-
{ed in, aud left a burning, undistinguisha-
| ble heap of ruins that atill shed a strong

[ fur advanced towmds dawn.

[ pers, ofa mother driven to the murder of
| berself and child by the cruelty of an in-
temperale husband.

"The tory is quickly told, bat is most
affecting. 'The body of Mis. Treat and

her vluld were recovered [com the river

For eome days previous to her

vainly gnashing their teeth, for when|gsydden disappearance she had endeavored

{they would liave vun down and closed

| to find some one to adopt her child,  Fail

| the posteullis even atloss of their own fing in that, it would seem she detersined

T'oo thank-

Mauy to his bosom, She looked up first,
“0, my preserver! only Gol could

| have measured thy time 1" she said,

“Saved | Saved, dear heart!" he re-
turned. **Only thy faith in my coming
{could have been so constant. Never to
part again. Mine ! inseparabiy mine."

Resarkasie Marriaoes.—Of the
many chinamen in New York, not a few
keep cigar stands upon the sidewalks,~
Their neighbors in trade are the Milesian
applewomen. T'wenty-eight of these .ap-
plewomen have gone the way of matri-
mony with their elephant eyed, olive
skinned contemporaries, and the most of
them are now happy mothets in conse-
quence, The physiologist avers that the
luman being is improved, asis the do-
mestic branch of the quadrupedal animals,
by *‘crossing.’" If this be true—and
we suspect that it is-~the natives ol this
country ought t be ramarkable for pliys-
{ical strength and beauty4 for sarely there
never was such a mixture of races in any
peart of the world.  Representatives of all
nations have Incated and married here.—
We know of two Bedouin Arabs, part of
an exhibiting troupe that came 1o this
country several years ago, who married
‘wivus and are rearing offsprings in one
of the [Tudson river counties. Siam has
its representatives here in the famous
twins, and in one of the up-lown streets
|2 wealthy native of Morocco domicilates
with a West Chester county spouse, The
mixture of Dateh, Italian, Fench,. Span.
ish, English, Irish, Danish, S8wedish &e.
i8 perfectly bewildering, but the amal-
gamation of the Ivish and the Chinese is
more than bewildering-~it begets a cha.
04 of idens from which no ray of intelli-
gibilily can be safely eliminated. Imag-
ine a goion of this stock chauing gaily
about “Josh" in one moment, speaking
ol his father Ping Sing Chi, and, in the
[next whirling u ehilelah at a primary
| election, and awearing that le goes in,
tooth and nail, or rather body and breech-
es, for the nomination of his mother's
brother,, Patrick O'Dowd. O, what a
country is this !—New York Mercury.

|

Huvtine ve A Sorr Prace.—I was
down to see the widow yesterday, said
Tim's uncle, and she gave me dinner,—
[ went down rather early in the morning;
we talked, and laughed, and chatted and
run on, she going outand in oceasionally,
ill dinner was ready, when she helped
me gracioudy to pigeon pie. Now I
thought that, Tim, rather favorable, 1
took it as a sympton of personal appro-
bation, hecause everybody knows 1 love
pigeon pie' and I flattered mysell she
had eooked it on porpose for me. Sol
grew partioularly eheerful, and thought I
could see it in her, o, So afier dinner,
while sitting close beside the window, 1
fancied we both fell rsl?er comfortable
like=I know I did, I felt that T had
fallen over head and esrs in love with
her, and I imagined from the way -she
looked she had fallen in love with me.—
She appeared just for all the world as il
she thought it was a coming-—that I was
n faint o court her. Preséntly--I
could't help it—I Lid my hand sofily on

g

Kves, there bad surrounded them, with| g free it from future neglect, brutality snp
evident surprise to both parties, the re-|yyin, and in pursnance of this idea, fas-

tainers whose way Conrad had missed, | ened it to herself with a rope, passing it
[and who were secking him,

| fal for utterance, Conrad stood fuldin

around the bodies of both, and tying it in
s hard knot, ‘Thus they were found—
the chil! with oue of its arms around its
mother's neck, the mother with both arms
clasped tightly around her child, Her
husband manifested entive indifference
during her absence, und after her bonnet
had beew found by the side of the river,
and while the neighbors were dragging
the river for the body, he lingered about
the tavern, stupefying himself, as usual
with liquor, and mapifesting no mors hu-
man feeling than a brute.

It is easy to fill up the slory. Prob-
ably Treat had not Yeen long 3 brute.—
A few years ago, who can tell whata

| wealth of young love he hal lavished on

the fuir girl who consented to be his, for
better or worse., Who can paint their
first paternal joy at the birth of the child,
destined at length to share ils mother’s
watery grave. ‘Treat had learned to love
the excitement of the intoxicating eip.——
{ As the habit grew upon him and he be-
came ils slave, the love of wife and child
withered and died beneath iis fatal blight.
He became gradually indifferent to their
happines, then morose, then positively
eruel. The heart of bis poor wile was
broken, and in despair for hersell and
child, she madly sought release for bolly,
| from & life made wrieched by a husband's
cruelly. ‘I'reat was not worse, very like-
ly, than other men. Liquor did the ter-
rible work, changed the man to a brute,
and made the once fond husband the per-
[ secutor of his helpless wife and child,
even unto death.

Why do not these frequently recurring
lessons of the perils of dram-drinking
have (heir effect? [low can sane men
rush into this open vortex of ruin? Ie
it not because no man sees his owa peril
(il it is 100 late, till habit has made him
its slave, anc he sees but feels unable 1o
to resist the influence that is gradually
transforming him into its own detestable
image, Let the young man who drinks
for good companionship and innocent ex-
hilaration, beware. Lot him look at the
pieture before us—the mother and child
drawn from their watery grave, and the
brutalized husband and fathes callous to
the sad spectacle——and ask if there is no
danger that hie present agreeable indul-
gences may not at some time muke him
the cenral figure of & similar piciure.—
““Who hath woe,"” like that of the drunk-
ard's wife and children 1—Springficld
Republican.

“What is the beat attitude for self-de-
fence I'"" agked a pupil of a well-known
pugilist, “Keep a civil wongue in your
head," was the reply- ]

: A down-east editor advises ::lm
il they wish to get teeth inseriod gratis,

to go and steal Fr;il where his 'dﬁq :
is on guard, - ' :

“Mike and is it,yourself thas can be
afther telling me how they  iee

vy

. m
crames 1" ““Thruth 1 een; du_“w
bake thom in could ovens, to be sure I

AL & spiritual ‘m A short -

since, Balaam was called up
if there were any jaskasses
No! replied he, & i

onihe eanth v :
g VR LARRRE it
i o lawadin ] st """'!'! 10 |
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